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to watch what happened. And it was he who recognised
one of the two men as an officer Plotra Bogatiriev, the son
of a regimental comrade of his. Piotra, who was first cousin
to Gregor Bogatiriev the commander of the insurgent
,~$pecial brigade, had retreated with the Whites to the
Donietz. But there was no doubt that it was he.
The old man stared inquisitively for a moment, sitting
up like a hare, with arms hanging. Finally convinced that it
was Piotra Bogatiriev slowly coming towards him, he rose
to his feet and tried whether they would hold him up. His
legs held him up splendidly, and only trembled a little, so
the old man slowly emerged from the orchard.
He did not go to his old wife still lying in the dust, but
walked straight towards Piotra and his companion, removing
his cossack cap as he went. Piotra Bogatiriev recognised
him, and welcomed him with a wave of the hand and a
smile.
" Tell me ; is it really you, Piotra Bogatiriev ? " the old
man asked.
" Yes, it's me, grand-dad I "
" So the Lord has granted me in my old age to see a flying-
naachine ! It surely did frighten us."
" There aren't any Reds in the district, are there, daddy ?"
" No, my boy. They've been driven somewhere beyond
the Chira into the Ukrainian districts/'
" And have our Singin cossacks risen too ? "
" They rose all right, but many of them have been brought
back____"
" How ? "
" I mean they've been killed."
" Ah !  And my family, my father ;   are they well ? "
" All alive and well. But have you come from the Donietz ?
You didn't see my son Tikhon there, did you ? "
" Yes, and I've brought you a greeting from him. Well,
daddy, guard our machine so that the boys don't get playing
about with it. I'm going home." He turned to the other
man. "Come along."
Piotra and his companion went off into the village. And
from the orchards, from sheds, cellars and every conceivable
nook and cranny the terrified people emerged. They
surrounded the aeroplane, which still breathed out a smell
of petrol and oil. Its wings had been shot through in many